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secretary to the Italian Embassy in St. Petersburg,
where Marchese Carlotti was Ambassador.
I was feeling very depressed and lonely at this time
and Trombetti asked me if he might call to say
good-bye on the morning of his departure from
London for Russia. He came at half-past nine and
produced from his breast pocket a special licence.
He then pleaded to be allowed to become my legal
protector, no matter where he might be during those
terrible days of war. I knew that he had been in
love with me for a number of years and, without
giving myself time to consider all the aspects of his
proposal, I consented.
So we rushed to the Marylebone Registry Office,
where we married, our witnesses being an old woman
who was selling apples and a butcher's boy, who left
his bicycle leaning against a wall. On conclusion
of the civil ceremony we dashed to St. James's
Church, Spanish Place. I then said good-bye to my
husband, who jumped into a taxi and left for his
appointment in Russia.
At that time the censorship between that country
and England was very severe, and all correspondence
was practically impossible.
A year passed. A year of anxiety and worry,
wondering if I should ever see him again.
In 1915 Doris Keane produced Romance at the
Duke of York's Theatre. It failed miserably. But
Miss Keane had faith in her play and, with her
manager, Louis Nethersole (brother of Olga), she de-
cided to risk a big gamble and to transfer, with a great
flourish of trumpets, to the Lyric. Hundreds of
sandwich-men paraded London with the well-known
portrait of Doris Keane in her long black dress of the